

The Tragedte of Hamlet 

Then I will come to my mother by and by. 

They foolc me to the top of my bent, 1 will come by & by, 

Leauc me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is cafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyardsyawnc, and hell it fclfcbrealccsout 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drinlcc hote blood, 
And doc fuch bufines as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 hart loofe not thy nature, let not euer 
The foule oiNero enter this firmc bofome, 

Let me be crucll, not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger to her, but vie none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words fbmeuer fhe be fhent. 

To giue themfcalesneuer roy foule confent. 
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Exit. ,s 


Enter Xing, %ofencrms,mi guyldenUerne. 
King. I like him not, nor Hands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 

1 your coromiflion will forth- with difpatcb. 

And he to England lhall along with you, 

The termes of our eflate may not endure 
Hazerd fo neer’s as doth hourely grow 
Out of his browes. 

gtryl. Wewillourfcluesprouide, 

Mod holy and religious feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodieslafc 
That liue and feede vpon your Maieflie, 

Biof. The fingle and peculier life is bound 
With all the flrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
■ That fpirit, vpon whole weale depends and refls 
The liues of many, the cefle of Maieftie 
Dies not alone 5 but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s nccre if, with it, or it is a mafsie wheelc 

Fixt on the foiunet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe hough fpokes, fenne thoofand lefler things 
Ate mortcid and adioynd, which when it falls, 
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Prhee of Denwarhcl 

Path fmall annexment petty confcquencfc 

Attends the boydrous rame, neuer alone 

pidtheKingfigh.butagenerallgronc. , 

King. Armcyoulprayyoutotlusfpecdy vuge. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

We will had vs. Extant Cent, 

Enter ’Polmas, 

fd. My Lord , hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 

Behind the Arras ricconuaymyfelfo , . . 

To heare the procefle. Tie warrant fhec letax him home, 

And as you fayd, and wifely was it fayd, ^ 

Tis mectc that fomc more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them parciall,diouldorc-.hearc 

The fpeech of vantage s farre y Ottwell my Lcigc, 

I’le call vpon you ere you goc to bed. 

And tell you what Iknowe. Exit, 

Kwg. Thankes deere my Lord. 
Omyoffenceisranckjitfmelstohcauen, , . 

It hath the primall elded curfe vppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as /harp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my drongentent. 

And like a man to double bufsines Bound, 

1 fland in paufe where 1 diall fird beginne. 

And both negleff , what if this curfed hand 
Were thickettben it felfe with brothers blood , 

Is there not rainc enough in the fwceteHeauens , , ; 

To wafh it white as fnowe, whereto fcrucs mercy ■ 

But to confront the vifage of ofFenc e ^ 

And what’s in prayer but this two fold force, 

• Tobeforedallederewecometofall, - 

. Or pardon being downe,then I’le looke vp. 

My fault is pad, but oh what forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turnc, forgiuc me my foule murther. 

That cannot be dnee I am dill poded 
Of thofe effefts for which I did the murther } 

My Crownc, mineowne ambition, and my Queene) 
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